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my wife, and with the same object Circe, the Aeaean witch,
detained me in her castle; but never for a moment did they win
my heart. So true it is that his motherland and his parents are
what a man holds sweetest, even though he may have settled
far away from his people in some rich home in foreign lands.
However, it is time I told you of the disastrous voyage Zeus
gave me when I started back from Troy.
*The same wind as wafted me from Ilium brought me to
Ismarus, the city of the Cicones. I sacked this place and de-
stroyed the men who held it. Their wives and the rich plunder
that we took from the town we divided so that no one, as far
as I could help it, should go short of his proper share. And then
I said we ought to be off and show a clean pair of heels. But my
fools of men refused. There was plenty of wine, plenty of live-
stock; and they kept on drinking and butchering sheep and
fatted cattle by the shore. Meanwhile the Cicones went and
raised a cry for help among other Cicones, their up-country
neighbours, who are both more numerous and better men,
trained in fighting from the chariot and on foot as well, as the
occasion requires. At dawn they were on us, thick as the leaves
and flowers in their season, and it certainly looked as though
Zeus meant the worst for my unhappy following and we were
in for a very bad time. A pitched battle by the ships ensued, and
volleys of bronze spears were interchanged. Right through the
early morning and while the blessed light of day grew stronger
we held our ground and kept their greater force at bay; but
when the sun began to drop, towards the time when the plough-
man unyokes his ox, the Cicones gained the upper hand and
broke the Achaean ranks. Six of my warriors from each ship
were killed. The rest of us contrived to dodge our fate and got
away alive.
'We made off from Ismarus with heavy hearts, for the joy
we felt at our own reprieve was tempered by grief for our dear
comrades-in-arms; and I would not let the curved ships sail
before each of our poor friends who had fallen in action against
the Cicones had been three times saluted. Zeus, who marshals

